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PLANET EARTH 
OVERRUN// 


HUMANITY, 

OVERWHELMEP// 


CAPTION COPY, 
OVERBLOWN// 


EXCLAMATION 
POINTS, OVERUSED/// 


HOW DO 
YOU LIKE 
HAVING YOUR 
BRAINS ON THE 
OUTSIDE?/ 


BUT DON'T GET YOUR 
HOPES UP. THIS REST 
OF THE STORY WON'T 
BE ANYWHERE NEAR 
THIS EXCITING. NOT 
FROM THE LIKES OF... 


STORY AND ART 

HILARY BARFIN ’BARTA 

STORY AND FART 

DOUG SLUG RICE 

COLORS 

JASON BASIN MILLET 

LETTERS 

SHORNED SHAWN LEE 

EDITS 

DENNY SAUR TIPTON 
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OUR GRIPPING SAGA 
STARTS IN A SETTING WHERE 
A LOT OF GRIPPING TAKES 
PLACE— LOVER'S LANE/ USA. 


FINALLY/ 


IT BURNS/ 
DADpy WAS 
RIGHT— I 
SHOULD HAVE 
WORN A 
. CONDOM/ . 


WAIT— 
t'M GETTING 
HOT, TOO. 


IT BURNS/ 
MOMMA WAS 
RIGHT— I 
SHOULD HAVE 
. WAITED/ . 
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AND JUST OUTSIDE 
THE DUMP BELOW... 


HURRY UP, 
MAN. I CAN'T 
GET CAUGHT 
RED-HANDED 
AGAIN. 


OUf 






LOOKS 
LIKE WE'RE 
BOTH RED- 
HANDED. 


T-THAT 

7Ack$ joke 

IS— i/RGM'— 
KILLING ME/ 






CUJO. 


HBH, 
HEN,,. 1 
GET IT. 


WE 


BOTH 


ALIENS 


TO 


ONE 


ANOTHER 


YOU 


ME 


SCARY 


A 


MONSTER 


TOO 


MEANWHILE/ A 
NEARBY RESIDENT IS 
TAKING HIS POOCH 
TO THE DUMP FOR ITS 
NIGHTLY... ER... PUMP. 


THE NOISE INTERRUPTS 
THE BOOZING OF THE 
DUMP'S NIGHT WATCHMAN 


DARN KIDS.' 
5HIC$ PROBABLY 
SNIFFIN' THEM 
BURNIN' TIRES 
AGAIN... 




NUTHIN' 

LIKE A LI'L 
MOONSHINE TO 
WARM UP YER 
INSIDES. 














r ...WHERE ^ 

TROOPS HAVE 
BEEN PEPLOYEP, 
ANP/ WE'RE TOLP 
HAVE THE ALIEN 
INVASION WELL 
^ IN-HANP. > 


THANKS 

WENPY. 


r ANP WE CAN 1 
THANK OUR 
TROOPS THAT 
THESE ILLEGAL 
ALIENS WILL SOON 
BE ROUNPEP UP 
ANP SENT BACK 
^ TO WHERE THEY 
L CAME FROM... > 


r ...THUS ^ 
SAVING VITAL 
AMERICAN 
GARBAGE PUMP 
JOBS FOR, 
UH... PUMPY 
. AMERICANS. > 


MEANWHILE, THE 


UM... PUMPEP ON 


THOSE 

MARTIANS 

HAVE 

LAUNCHEP 
QUITE AN 
OFFENSIVE/ 


I'LL TELL ^ 
YOU WHAT'S 
OFFENSIVE— 
THOSE ARE 0£/R 
. MISSILES/ . 


0' 1 1 

/ ^ fU / / 

yn^ ^ >i 
x^ "'"tJ 

1 ^ 1 

yr^TaV^cl 



^JSH 



I V IrV w % pH 



m ▼ iff Miff! 







I 
















GENERAL/ OUR 
HEAT-SEEKING 
MISSILES ARE 
HITTING OUR OWN 
^ TROOPS/ 


WHATPf 



r THEN... WB 
MUST BE THE ONLY 
WARM-BLOODED 
BEINGS HERE... AND 
THE MARTiANS ARE.. 

COLD-BLOODED 
V KILLERS/ ^ 


^ NO/ IT 
MEANS YOU'RE 
ATTACKING THE 
WRONG DUMP/ 
c SIR/ 




EVENTUALLY AT 


DUMP 


FOLLOW 
ME/ MEN/ IT'S 
KILL AND BE 
KILLED... 


OR/" SIR 
OR BE 
KILLED. 


DON'T YOU 
POOP ON 
MY PARADE 
MAJOR. 


ri 
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WHAT? PIPN'T 
you SEE THAT 
AWFUL SPLASH 
PAGE, BOY?/ 


THEY 

PON'T MEAN 
US ANY 
HARM/ 


YEAH, I 
PIP/ PIPN'T 
YOU REAP 
THOSE AWFUL 
CAPTIONS, 




THE MARTIANS 
ONLY ATTACKEP 
WHEN WE THREATENEP 
THEIR FOOP SUPPLY- 
ALL OUR &ARBA0B/ 
Sw LOOK/ ^ 


THEY'RE SO 
SKiNNY AN' 
MEAN ^CAUSE 
THEY'RE 
BTAWtNG/ 




IT TURNS OUT THE MARTIANS WEREN'T 
COLP-BLOOPEP KILLERS... THEY WERE 
POOR, UNFORTUNATE, MISUNPERSTOOP 
COLP-BLOOPEP KILLERS. 


ANP SO THE MARTIANS 
BECAME EARTH'S 


THEY PIPN'T 
WANT TO EAT THE 


APPARENTLY, THERE REALLY 
tS NO ACCOUNTING FOR 
TASTE. THE FACT THAT YOU 
BOUGHT THIS COMIC BOOK 
PROVES THAT. 


KIPS, THEY JUST 
WANTEP TO EAT 
THEIR GARBAGE. 


Ihliuki 
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THE U.S.S. TOILET BOWL 
SWIRLS THROUGH THE 
GALAXy/ 


ON BOARD, A TENSE 
MEETING OF LIFE OR DEATH 
ENSUES, THREATENING TO 
TURN THE GARBAGY 
CREWMEMBERS AGAINST 
ONE ANOTHER/ 


ALL 

RIGHT/ 

LET'S 

BEGIN/ 


SIR, 
THERE 
HAS TO BE 
ANOTHER 
WAY/ 


E Winas OF CHAnOE! 

CRAPPED OUT BY 

FRYIN ’ RYAN BROWNE 

POLISHED BY 

ANDREW SPEW ELDER 

« FLUSHED BY 

St, SHORNED SHAWN LEE 



QUIET, NUMBER 
TWO/ ONE OF 
THESE DISGUSTING 
CREWMEMBERS IS 
HOST TO AN ALIEN 
LIFE FORM/ > 


IF THERE IS SOME 
WHIFF OF ALIEN 
SCUM ON THIS SHIP, 
I WON'T REST UNTIL 
. T SNIFF IT OUT/ > 


X THERE > 
HAS GOT 
TO BE 

ANOTHER WAY 


THE ALIEN 
LIFE FORM/ 


^ CAN'T ^ 
WE JUST 
DO A BLOOD 


SOMETHING? 


r po you 1 

I LiKE 
DOIN& IT THIS 
WAY?/ THERE 
IS NO OTHER 
L OPTION/ A 















OKAY. 
LET THE 


^ ALL RIGHT 
SEAMAN AUBN 
(AN. YOU SWEAR 
THAT YOU AREN'T 
INHABITED BY A 
MYSTERIOUS 
, ALIEN LIFE . 
^ . FORM? A 


AND SO... 



^ HMM. ALL ^ 
RIGHT YOU 
PASS/ SEAMAN. 
YOU AREN'T AN 
ALIEN IN 
^ DISGUISE. .. 


NEXT 

CREWMEMBER/ 











^ !F you DON'T ^ 

FART IN MY 
FACE, WE WILL ALL 
KNOW THAT YOU 
ARE THE ALIEN 
Sv ON BOARD/ > 


COME 

NOW, PETTY 
OFFICER 
SLOBBY 
^ ROBBIE/ j 


I-FM 

TRYIN'/ 











SEAMAN WtNOy WINSTON/ YOU 
ARE THE FINAL CREWMEMBER 
THAT r MUST PERSONALLY 
, TEST/ PREPARE TO FART , 
DIRECTLY INTO MY FACE/ V 


CAPTAIN 


YOU'RE CLEAN/ I'VE 
TESTED EVERYONE ON 
BOARD AND YET I HAVE 
DETECTED NO ALIEN 


.„MB/ I 
MUST BB 
THB AUBN 
ON BOARP, 


r FOLLOW ME TO ^ 
THE SPACE-MISSILE 
TUBE/ POTTY/ I 
MUST BE JETTISONED 
INTO SPACE/ 


MAYBE YOU 
SHOULD LIE 
DOWN... 



THUSLY 


WOW. THE 
CAPTAIN WAS 
AN ALIEN ALL 
ALONG? 


SO— OR MAYBE 
THERE WAS NEVER 
AN ALIEN ON 
BOARD IN THE 
^ FIRST PLACE? ^ 

















cearn secret 

OF o>u^. 
|Nl'riRTlH(r 
SCAN*.. 


Hevf 


Cut 








^ ViSi'I'oRf 

Nome? 
X*m LONE ) ^ 

StoR)^ 


«... .V/J 

'••fl StOfr. 








ORIG-iNAL 

stui the. Best/ 




Watch 
this! 















DANGER 
APPROACHING/ 
MAN YOUR 
BATTLE 
STATIONS/ 


" WHY THE 
URGENT 
WARNING? 
ARE WE UNDER 
AN ALIEN 
. INVASION? . 


NO. JUST 
ANOTHER 
GPK COMIC IS 
ABOUT TO 



WE'VE COME HERE 
TO SNEEZE AND 
SMEAR SNOT ON 


GREETINGS, 
EARTHLINGS. WE 
ARE THE BODY 
SNOTTERS. 

^ JOIN US/ > 


AND 

WE'RE ALL 
OUT OF 









ACHOO/ 


OH NO/ 
MOUNT 
RUSHMORE 
HAS BEEN 
SNOTTED/ 



r WHO CARES > 
ABOUT ALL THAT?/ 
MV 1-OF-1 PRISM 
SUPER-REFRACTOR 
APAM BOMB 
CARP HAS BEEN 
V SNOTTEP/ > 


^ GIVE IT TO ^ 
ME. I CAN AAAKE 
MILLIONS. IT'LL 
BE THE FIRST 
BOPILY-FLUIP- 
TEVTUREP RELIC 
c CARP/ > 










with her pal, RUSTY BOLTS 


HQOAfl\C! 

THE SMELL 
OF THIS 
PLANET 
MAKES ME 
WANT TO 
HURLf 




P LAUGH/ 

ME TOO — 
ANP THAT 
TAKES SOME 
DOING/ 




If IS ASTER/ WOE/ 

STELLA ANP RUST/ 
ARE SURROUNUEP 
BY GRUBBY WEB 
BEASTES, AAAROONEP 
WITH NO ROCKET 
FUEL... ANP NO 
HOPE OF ESCAPE/ 
BUT HOW PIP SUCH 
A PIRE SITVATON 
COME TO PASS? 
WHAT BROUGHT OUR 
HEROES TO THE FOUL, 
BRACKISH BACK' 
WATER THAT IS,.. 



QUR STORY BEGINS A FEW HOURS 
EARLIER AS STELLA ANP RUSTY 
RETURN FROM A TRAPS MISSION 
TO THE BEANSTAR... 




JUST TWO MORE PARSECS UNTIL 
WE REACH THE WARP GATE -- 
THEN IT'S straight HOME/ 




THANK GROm 
ONE MORE TN OF 
BEANS ANP I SWEAR 
I'LL CHUCK RIGHT IN 
MV HELMET. 











awki maybe not/ this olp 

HEAP HAS BEEN PVlNG SINCE 
THAT METEOR STORM. 
NUMBER ONE ENGINE IS — 
GONE// ALL WE HAVE LEFT 
IS... OLP NUMBER TWO/ 


PUN-PUN- 

OUUUNNN/ 


f w 



















JUST ONJE 
CHANJCe — WE 
CAIsJ TRY AMP 
LAMP OM THE 

NBA REST 
PLANBT 
GET HBLPf 


MEAREST 

MOT— CITRUS VI, THE 
ORANSe PLANET? j 


MOPE. 


k 

M 


YOU AAEAM — 

SNOTTICUS MAJOR, 
THE GREEN PLANET? 


MOT 

EVEM 






THEY SEEM SO 
ANGRY/ ARE WE 
STAMPIMG OM THEIR 

S ACRED BURIAL 
GROUND OR 

SOAAETHlMG? 


WORSE... 

I THIMK WE’RE 
STAMPIMG 

IM — THEIR 
DINNER/ 




i 'tt 




r • _ j 











OKAy, 
RUSTY — 

(ser *BAAff 


VeAHl I — 
WHAT? MeP 


BASIC 

CAPTAfN-ROBOr 

pyisiAMic... you'Re 

THERE TO VO THE 

P/flTV WORK. 


L. jm 





4 WK/ OIRTY 

IS RI6HTI I KNEW I 
SHOULPA BECOAAE 
A TOASTER LIKE 
mama SAlPi 


WHAT 
ARE you 
POINJG, 
STELLA? 



iMPORTAtsJT CAPTAIN 
STUFF — NAMELY, LOOKING 
UP THE PROTOCOL FOR THIS 
SITUATION. IT SEEMS TO BE 

EITHER HONORABLE 
SUlCtOE OR — 


HEYl WAIT A 
MINUTE! "i 

CAPSULE? •• 







PIP YOU 
JUST SAY 
WHAT I THINK 
I THOUGHT 
YOU 

SAIP YOU 
THOUGHT? 


I... HAV/E NO 
IPEA WHAT YOU 
JUST SAIP. BUT 
YES/ THERE'S 
AN ESCAPE 
CAPSULE — ANP 
IT RUNS ON 

METHANE/ 


VO WE 
HA YE ANY 
METHANE? 



NOT ON BOARP — BUT GIVE ME 
FIVE MINUTES ANP I CAN HOOK 
US UP TO AN INEXHAUSTIBLE 

SUPPLY/ 


YOU CAN? GEE! 
IT'S TOO BAP YOU 
HAVE TO ST A Y HERE 
ANP FIGHT THE — 


mm. 




AARGH 


HIT 'EM IN THE 
FLAGELLUM — 
THAT'S WHERE IT 
REALLY HUUrrs\ 

















RUSTVf ARe 
WE REAPy 
TO GO? 


JUST ABOUT' 
I'VE APAPTEP 
THE FUEL 
HOSE OF THE 
ESCAPE CAPSULE,.. 

NJOW I JUST isJEEP 
TO HOOK IT UP TO — 


L4 o ' 

1 jj-iJ ^ 
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WHAT PO 

you THlNJK 
you 'RE 
Dome?! 

HANOS OFF 
THE TUSH, 

. fAOOSH! 


REMEMBER 

THAT 

SUPPUy OF 
METHAME I 
MEIsmONJEP? 
WELI 




OQ 



OPEN WIPE. 


OH. 

OH NO. 
NO NJO 
MO MO 
MO, 


OR WE COULP 
STAy HERE. OF 
COURSE, BEIMG 
METAL, I'LL BE 

Fine, but... 


METAL OR 
MOT — you'j 

A RAT/ 




you AIM'T 
KtOPiNO, BROTHERl 
THIS ASTROMAUT 
SUIT WILL MEVER 
BE THE SAME 
AGAIM... 


WE 

HAVE 

BLAST- 

OFF.^ 



Mnp so our 

HEROES LIVE 
TO FART ANOTHER 

PAY! ... Will they 

EVER BE WELCOME 

ON THE BROWN 
PLANET ASAIN? 
ONL Y TIM M 
WlLLTia 


-koff koffr 


HO!! 








